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But I do not fancy that the bulk of the Eighth Army had any sense of deprivation or envy. In idle moments I tried to interpret their feelings in a jingle.
Let's have a shufti at the Pantheon, Let's have a dekko at the Dome,
Come, old cockalorum,
We'll recce round the Forum: We've twenty-four hours to see Rome.
Let's butcher's hook at the Tiber, Let's mail the pukka gen home.
We'll do the Colosseum
And the Vatican Museum: We've twenty-four hours to see Rome.
Let's take the signorinas jeeping, Let's see where Musso used to foam.
We'll have a spot of vino
By the Arch of Constantino: We've twenty-four hours to see Rome.
Then let's have a basinful of Blighty
Let's read the rest in a tome;
Better be in High Street, Wapping, Where the missus does her shopping,
Than spend twenty-four weeks in Rome.
It is common experience to find the Colosseum the most fascinating and impressive of all Rome's weathered ruins. I returned to it again and again to walk in imagination with the milling crowds of two thousand years ago, pressing eagerly up those stone stairways into the empty tiers. The Colosseum is in such marvellous preservation that it was little effort to people the empty seats with 50,000 roaring, laughing, blood-crazed spectators. Their faces were those of the partisans shooting to kill in the corridors of the gloomy insurance building. In the arena were the wild beasts, the gladiators, the naval battles, the Christian martyrs passingritish battle-dress he said to me in his grave, kind voic< "American?" In other cases this mistake would not ha^ been so surprising, for some of my colleagues' uniforms we: most oddly assorted. Mrs. Packard, having no wardrobe wi1 her in Rome, arrived in khaki trousers.
